FORBIDDEN JOURNEY
The Last Europeans.
Our two conveyances were not long getting over the
twenty-five-mile journey to Tangar. We went up a rocky
valley which stirred Peter to thoughts of the Scotland that
was very far away now. We overtook a caravan in which
several she-camels had just given birth to young ones. The
woolly babies, tied on their mothers' backs in baskets, cried
unceasingly. They were famished, or perhaps frightened by
the clouds of dust. A mother stretched out her head and
twisted it round in answer to the moaning from her back.
Situated near the Tibetan frontier, at an altitude of nearly
9,000 feet, Tangar is said to harbour the worst half-castes in
Asia. It is considered wise to believe nothing anybody in
Tangar says and to keep everything under lock and key.
There was hard frost and the river-bed was filled with ice as
opaque as a candle. At the inn, the k'ang was, for once,
warm—probably there were trees in the neighbourhood—so
warm that I could not sleep in spite of the bags and felt rugs
piled under me. It is not surprising if Chinese babies some-
times do get roasted . . . .!
The town is built on the spur of a mountain, and the
climbing narrow streets reminded me of certain Alpine
villages. It is the seat of a representative of the Dalai Lama*
and its open-air fair attracts many Tanguts—northern
Tibetans, magnificently hirsute creatures, who wear a gold
ring in the right ear.
Hoping for some news from the west we went to see Mr.
Marcel Urech of the China Inland Mission. At his house we
were received with open arms. The Urechs carried us off
from our squalid inn and established us in tiny rooms with
beds that had cretonne coverlets.
I thought I ought to address Mr. Urech in German. He
answered in French that he did not know German. He was a
* See note, p. 301.
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